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Preface 

I had long ago made 
my design for what was 
to become of me when 
the Reaper had swung 
hi5 scythe through my 
neck- I was to be cre- 
mated after death — at 
least, I always trusted it 
would be after death. I even left instructions to this effect 
lyn my will, a document that might otherwise have been 
writ in a large, schoolgirl backhand on the head of a pin. 
Now, with the publication of this book, I must change 
those words, and with them my plans for the long, long 

rest. Now I want to be left as 
approximately is, so I may be 
buried in a prominent place 
on a travelled thoroughfare 
through a wildly popular cem- 
etery. Above me I want a big 
white stone — you will see why 
it must be big— on which I 
want carven in dear letters: 
"Uncover before this dust, for 
when it was a woman, it was 
doubly honored. Twice in life, 
it was given to her below to 
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introduce the work of James Thurber. Reader, who around 
here, including you, can tie that record? 

1 like to think of my shining tombstone. It gives me, as 
you might say, something to live for. 

It gives me, also, a lovely diversion with which to whilejy 
away eternity. I have always found it best to be quiet and 
alone with a Thurber drawing, that I may seek to fathom 
what went on in the lives of the characters depicted, before 
the artist chose his moment for setting them down forever. 
Sometimes I wonder if eternity is going to be half long 
enough for me to make anything near a reasonable guess, 
Consider, for instance, the picture showing a man, his 
wife, and a male guest. They are standing in a something 
less than gracious enclosure, furnished mainly with a book- 
case apparently ordered by mail from the company that 


did such notable work in Pisa. And on top of the bookcase 
is a woman on all fours. So help me God, there is a woman^*^ 


on all fours on top of the bookcase. And the host is saying. 


’’That’s my first wife up there, and this is the present Mrs. 


Harris.” 


Well, what would you do about that? I worked for a 
while on the theory that the first Mrs. Harris, the one on 
top of the bookcase, was dead and stuffed, but my heart 
was never really in it. In the first place, she doesn’t look 
stuffed; she looks limp. She looks limp and resigned and 
only a trifle bewildered. She has the look of having been 
where she is for a long time. How do they feed her? Do 
they put a cover over her at night? And what made her 
husband dispose of her and take his present mate? The 
new spouse is no more sweetly shaped, no more elegantly 
clothed, no more carefully coiffed than the old one. They-^ 
look equally terrible. Could it be tliat the first wife had a 
habit of crouching on top of bookcases, and one day he 
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could stand it no longer and said, "Oh, all right, if that’s 
what you want to do," and flung out and got married 
again? What does the new wife, that present Mrs. Harris, 
think of the arrangement? She looks not too sensitive, 
j^uckily for her, but she must know, when her friends come 
in for bridge, that her household is not overly conven- 
tional. And the bookcase is full of books. What books, in 
heaven’s name, what books do such people read? 

You understand what I mean when I say that eternity 
will not be long enough for my figuring? 

Or take again, for instance, the fine drawing of the 
court scene — the mild judge, the cocksure lawyer, and the 
aghast witness. "Perhaps this will refresh your memory," 
the law)'er is saying in his nasty way, as he produces, no 
doubt with a flourish, a kangaroo — a tender, young, in- 
nocent, wistful kangaroo. What, I ask you, what can lie 
^aek of that? 

I give up such things; or at least I say I do. But I find I 
keep on working at them througli the white niglits. 

I cannot say that James Thurber's work has progressed. 
No. more could I say that the new moon is more exquisite 
than the last one. I will not be so illiterate as to expand 
the perfect into the more perfect. 

But I do say I see certain changes in his characters. The 
men seem to me, in the main, a little smaller, even a little 
more innocent, even a little more willing to please than 
befote. Also, the pince nez, superbly done by a slanted line 
across the nose, seems to be more w'idely worn by them. 
It is to be hoped they do not turn to glasses to obtain a 
better view of their w'omen. Because the ladies are increas- 
i^ingly awful. They get w'orse and worse, as we sit here. 
And there they are behaving, with never a moment s 
doubt, like femmes fatales. 
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It is hard for me to comment on The War Between Men 
and Women, for naturally I am partisan because of my 
sex. It is tough going for me to see the women in retreat, 
routed; finaly to witness the woman general, mounted on 
that curious horse, doubtless a spy, surrendering her base-jy 
ball bat to the late enemy. I comforted myself with the 
fact that no man had equaled the strange wild daring of 
Mrs. Pritchard’s Leap. TTien I realized I needed no such 
comfort. For if you study this glorious battle sequence 
closely, you will realize that the women, rout or no rout, 
surrender or no surrender, are tlie real winners. I suppose 
I understand that we are licked only when I say I doubt 
if our victory is for the best. 

Mr, Thurber s animals have not changed with his new 
work; they have just got more so. My heart used to grow 
soft at the sight of his dogs; now it turns completely liquid. 

I give you, for the third time in instance, that darling wha^*^ 
looks cautiously out his door, curves his paw to the snow- 
storm, and turns his poor, bewildered head up to the spew- 
ing heavens. There is nowhere else existent an innocence 
like to that of Thurber animals. . . . Even that strange, 
square beast, beside which lie the neat hat, the cold pipe, 
the empty shoe, and in front of which stands the stern 
woman, her hands on her hips, demanding, "What have 
you done with Dr. Mil'-ioss?" 

You see how easy it is to say "Thurber animals." The 
artist has gone into the la.;.;;;age. How often we say, "He’s 
a Thurber man” or "Look at that woman — she’s a perfect i 
Thurber, and, God h..'p us and them, we are always 
understood. We need no more about them. We have 
been taught to r .-cogiiize them by the master. Possibly -jf 
1 hurber humans .uid animals existed before the artist drew 
them. I am willing to concede that they may have, but I 


am strong to say that I doubt it. I believe that Nature again 
has been shown her place, and has gone into her old spe- 
cialty of imitating art. 

Two of my best friends are dogs of a whirling melange 
yj|jOf ancestry. They are short in the paw, long and wavering 
in the body, heavy and worried in the head. They are 
willing, useless, and irresistible. Nobody ever asks their 
breed. "Oh, look at the Thurber dogs,” people say who 
see them for the first time. ... If I were Mr. Thurber, 
I should rather have my name used that way even than 
have it bracketed, as it has so often been, with that of 
Matisse. . , . 

I think you must know how I feel to be in the same book 
with a fine artist, to be standing here, this moment and 
forever, presenting his finest work. That is why I choke a 
little when I say, and with doubled privilege and doubled 
!lj| pride that I may say it again: Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. 
James Thurber. 

DOROTHY PARKER 

Neuf York, 1943 
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' she saw. Thomas Jeffer- 
ildren and Monticello.” 






I’d dread falling under your spell, Mr. Pierson. 




22 






25 



26 














You’re going a bit far, Miss Blanchard. 





Other end. Mr. Pemherton 
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Hello, darling — woolgathering? 
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I can’t stand to have my pulse felt, Doctor! 
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t seei.i.. to DC a rabbit, 
s. Sprague?" 






This is like that awful afternoon we telephoned Mencken. 




arling, I seem to ’o we this rabbit. 
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r hole, Mrs. Bixby! 
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And this is Tom Weathcrby, an old beau of your mother's. 

He never got to first base.” 
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"It’s Parkins, sir, wt’re 'aving a bit of a time below stairs. 
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"George! If that's you I'U never forgive you!" 
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What do four ones beat? 







<!nrc Mav. 1927. Miss Prentice. 
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What ever became of the Socialist Party? 



Lipptnann scares me this morning. 




uncle 
say 1 
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Your husband has talked about nothing but you, Mrs. Miller. 
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"What do you want to be inscrutable for, Marcia? 
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See you at the barricades. Mr. Whitsonby 




wife wants to spend Halloween with her first husband. 
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She built up her personality but she’s undermined her character. 
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becomes of your own 





never dreamed your union had been blessed with issue! 
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[ called the wrong number, why did you answer the phone? 
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I suppose all that you men 
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You gah dam pussy cats!" 
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I do love you. I just don 







hy don’t you let me know what it is, if it’s so pleasant?” 
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"They were shot by George's uncle— the one that lost his 

mind." 
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"Perhaps this will refresh your memory.’* 
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"I’m afraid you are in the wrong apartment, Madam.” 
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"TOBACCO ROAD" 

Rundown at the Lesters' bouse iti the ^rotesc^uely humorous 

play at the Forty-eighth Street T heatre. as jell rather than 

seen by our artist. The characters' souls, or what passes for 

them, rather than their outward likenesses, are presented 

here. The bundle of rags oh the horizon is Grandma Lester, 

if not really Patricia Quinn, who plays the part. The other 

symbols, from right to left, are Margaret Wycherly, Henry 

Hull. Dean fagger, Sam Byrd, Reneice Rehan, and Ruth 
Hunter. 
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"There go the most intelligent of all animals." 
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"Who is this Hitler and what 
does he want?” 1^^ 

"Why did I ever marry below 
my emotional level!” 163 
"Why don’t you let vie know 
what it is, if it S so 
plc-asant?" 1^9 

"Why don’t you wait and see 
what becomes of your own gen- 
eration before you jump on 
mine?" 

"Why do you keep raising me 
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when you know I'm 
bluffing?” 106 

"Why I never dreamed your un- 
ion had been blessed with 
issue!” 138 

"Why, Mr. Spears, how cute you 
look!” 140 

"Will you please cease calling me 
Sweetie Pie in public?" 58 
"With a hey-nonny-nonny and a 
nuts to you!" 130 

Women's G.H.Q. 221 

"Would you step over here a sec- 
ond, Waldo? This one's bear- 
ing cotton.” 50 

"Yoo-hoo — George! Chanti- 
cleer!" 148 

"Yoo-hoo, it's me and the ape 
man.” 12 

"You and your premoni- 
tions!” 74 

"You can't make me go 
home!" 132 

"You gall dam pussy cats!" 151 


"You haven’t got the face for it, 
for one thing.” 164 

You’Il-Never-See-Me-Again Tac- 
tics, The 195 I 

"You're going a bit far. Miss m 
B lanchard." 3^ 

"You’re not my patient, yooTe 
my meat, Mrs. Quist!” 84 
"Your husband has talked about 
nothing but you, Mrs. 

Miller.” 119 

"You said a moment ago that 
everybody you look at seems to 
be a rabbit. Now just what do 
you mean by that, Mrs. 

Sprague ?" 59 ' 

"You tell me if I bend my knees. 
Sugar.” 97 ! 

"You wait here and I'll bring the j 
etchings down.” 49 i 

"You were wonderful at tb^* 
Gardners’ last night, Frec^ ' 
when you turned on the 
charm." 174 

Zero Hour — Connecticut 227 
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BANTAM BOOKS 

The famous mysteries, novels and 
books of fiction and non-fiction 
listed here arc all available through 
the dealer from whom this Bantam 
book was purchased. 

1. LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI, Mark Twain 

2. THE GIFT HORSE. Frank Gruber 

3. “NEVADA." Zane Grey 

4. EVIDENCE OF THINGS SEEN. Elizabeth Daly 

5. SCARAMOUCHE. Rafael Sabatini 

6. A MURDER BY MARRIAGE, Robert George Dean 

7. THE GRAPES OF WRATH, John Steinbeck 
vift. THE GREAT GATSBY. F. Scott Fitzgerald 
f9. ROGUE MALE. Geoffrey Household 

10. SOUTH MOON UNDER, Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings 

11. MR. AND MRS. CUGAT, Isabel Scott Rorick 

12. THEN THERE WERE THREE, Geoffrey Homes 

13. THE LAST TIME I SAW PARIS. Elliot Paul 

14. WIND, SAND AND STARS, Antoine de Saint-Exupery 

15. MEET ME IN ST. LOUIS, Sally Benson 

16. THE TOWN CRIED MURDER, Leslie Ford 

17. SEVENTEEN. Booth Tarkington 

18. WHAT MAKES SAMMY RUN?, Budd Schulberg 

19. ONE MORE SPRING, Robert Nathan 

20. OIL FOR THE LAMPS OF CHINA, Alice Tisdale Hobart 

21. MEN, WOMEN AND DOGS, James Thurber 

22. BABBITT, Sinclair Lewis 

23. THE FOG COMES. Mary Collins 

24. VALIANT IS THE WORD FOR CARRIE, Barry Benefield 

^ Only 25c each 

Bantam Books, Inc., 1107 Broadway, New York 10, N. Y, 
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^ Bantam Books Include novels, mys- 
teries and anthologies, besides works 
' of humor and Information. You can 
recogrtlze Bantam Books by the tasteful pictures 
on the covers, by their famous authors, and 
by the tough bantom 
rooster on the front 
of all the books. Look 
for the four new Ban- 
tam Books this month, 
next month, and 
every month. 

This Bantam Book 
contains the complete 
text of the original 
edition, shown here. 

Not one word has 
been changed or 
omitted. This low- 
priced Bontcm edi- 
tion Is mode possible 
by the large sale and 
effective promotion ol 
original edition, published by 
Harcourt. Broce and 
panv. Inc. 


ONLY 25c EACH 
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